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Part 1:
INTRODUCTION
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When I began this project, my idea was to write roughly ten or so stand-alone
autobiographical essays. The motivation came from the struggles that have come to represent
milestones in the history of my life, and, in most cases, the absurdity that colors hindsight. I
conceived this notion out of the desire to explore creative non-fiction, while also unpacking the
baggage I have gathered and, for the most part, dragged around for the last fifty years. While not
an easy project, I had all the material in my mind-I had only to get it to paper and sweat the
revisions. This, I soon learned, was wishful thinking. While I have always been aware of my
perception as the malleable soul of my consciousness, I had never questioned the accuracy of my
perception when recalling my past. However, during the course of this project, I have come to
understand that the perception of our experiences is in a constant state of alteration as we grow,
experience, and change. That is, I am what I think, at any given moment. Therefore, what I
express at any given moment is from the vantage point of who I perceive myself to be at that
particular moment.
What began as a project I thought would be an entertaining and enjoyable experience
became a serious, introspective journey into some of the rougher passages of a life that, at times,
seemed to be living itself. The vantage point from which I speak to you know is one still grey
with ash, but no longer buried under it. Since the 2010 car wreck that ended my career and sent
me into abject poverty, I have struggled to rebuild a new life. I entered academia via the
traditional collegiate path, and soon realized it was a lifestyle utterly alien to me-with deadlines
and grades, punishments and rewards. Interestingly, how I perceive those punishments and
rewards is but a matter of perception: the rewards, in many cases, blew right by me, while the
punishments have originated in my head, where they seem to remain, to my occasional agony,
until I am ready to perceive otherwise.
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Here, then, are brief aspects of the story of my life; and the purpose for me, of reading
and writing memoir in these current moments: the feelings of alienation, deprivation of selfworth, confounding confusion, discovery and revelation, and possible healing, or, at least,
healthy self-knowledge through enhanced perception.
Early in the project, I was encouraged to read various memoirs by literary figures to gain
an insight into the genre through familiarity and analysis. I covered the major contributors of
Western Civilization, including Augustine, Montaigne, and Rousseau. Meanwhile, I also read
twentieth-century American-and not so American-authors including Joan Didion, James
Baldwin, Jim Carrol, Vladimir Nabokov, Kurt Vonnegut, and Abraham Verghese. From the
"classics," I began to formulate a historiography of life writing. As a genre, life writing is only
fairly recently acknowledged as a legitimate discipline, its theory and criticism gathering steam
in the 1990s, and on into the twenty-first century (Smith). Where there is theory, there is
criticism, and where there is criticism, there is acknowledgement. Life writing criticism and
theory was new(s) to me-and I felt that it was an important exploration that would inform the
growing stacks of memoirs littering my workspace. Furthermore, I must admit that the
investigation into life writing criticism and theory also informed my own life writing efforts.
However, this exploration eventually created a dilemma in that it is an entirely separate endeavor
than that which I initially set out to investigate-the scope of life writing criticism and theory
research could have easily become the sole focus of an excellent thesis in its own right.
Meanwhile, I continued to study memoirs, using the insights garnered from the various
critics and theorists to accentuate my analyses; although I eventually resisted the seductive
quagmire of juxtaposing various theoretical schools or ideologies with the fruits of the
memoirists-but not before scrapping fifteen or so pages in that direction. I came to this decision
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once I realized that the pool for this line of inquiry is bottomless, and that I had become
mesmerized to distraction from my principle project. This realization came only recently, as my
initial analysis did indeed bog down under the weight of formal criticism and theory. Reading
over the pages, I realized I had gone off course-I had to start over.
Subsequently, I returned to my notes, and reinvigorated my acquaintance with the genre
through the specific authors of each text. That in itself informed me that there is more afoot here
than the mere spilling of dates and facts and people and places. As I read through each memoir, I
was struck by the skill in which each author was able to translate their own personalities, their
own identities, onto the page by describing something as trivial as walk down a lane, or the
effort-or lack thereof-of a chore.
In her poignant memoir, The Year ofMagical Thinking, Joan Didion was able to impart
the lost writer she became in the year immediately following her husband's sudden death from a
massive heart attack While she writes her memoir from the hub of her husband's death, Didion
developed a functional mnemonic device in her effort to recall events in that year by attaching
her perception of reality to certain facts: she describes an event as she perceives its past reality
for her, then follows it with discovered facts surrounding the particular event- whether it is a
moment, an hour, a day. She begins many sentences with "I remember that. .. ", "What I
remember ... ", and "I had not remembered that ... " In most cases, she juxtaposes the soupy
confidence in her ability to recall with the cold, hard evidence of fact. She depends on attainable
evidence to prove to herself that her husband's death did occur, and that her memories are valid
if they can be attached to material objects, specific dates, or places where other peoplewitnesses-where also in attendance. This is interesting in that a memoir is creative non-fiction
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at best. However, as a writer she is using her art, or craft, as a tool for retrospection as much as
for personal healing, and ultimately, growth.
Conversely, one of my previous motives for the memoir as my senior thesis was to
explore, through writing, my own "story" as I may artistically express it. Meanwhile, after
writing a few preliminary essays, I realize that I had no structural plan, nor did I consider the
consequences, of not perils, of memory recall. I believed that I was laying down truthful events
as they unfolded, but have come to understand that my recollections are merely my floating
perception of events and behaviors, among an endless number of other factors, mined from a past
by a person of the future.
In his memoir, Speak Memory, Vladimir Nabokov taps his awareness of the limitations of
mnemonic recall, and devises the use of perusing childhood memories to get the process going.
In almost all of the chapters in Speak, Memory, he begins with something significant from his
youth. He also seems to rely on his sensory perception as a mnemonic device. For instance, the
smell of the inside of a particular building may remind someone of a place from an earlier
time- perhaps a school, or a church- and set off memories and emotions of events of the earlier
period. Nabokov's use of his childhood memories combined with the sensory memories seems to
have been a viable formula for his memoir-it ran roughly 315 pages!
Both Didion's Magical Thinking and Nabokov's Speak Memory influenced my creative
process by their examples. In searching for an underlying motive to proceed with the memoir
aspect of this life writing thesis, I was inspired by Didion's effort to perhaps identify certain
trauma and plumb its depths in an effort to let it slip back into the past. Conversely, Nabokov
invokes his past to inform the present.

7

Accordingly, Nabokov begins in the "Foreword'' by laying out the chronological outline
of the text in the very first paragraph: "The present work is a systematically correlated
assemblage of personal recollections ranging geographically from St. Petersburg to St. Nazaire,
and covering thirty-seven years, from August 1903 to May 1940, with only a few sallies into
later space-time" (Nabokov 9). Nabokov recycles various essays published independently in
various publications, with at least one written in French and others in Russian and English (all,
obviously, published in this text in English) (Nabokov). In this, Nabokov has competently
assembled these stand-alone autobiographical essays into a flowing memoir narrative.
Interestingly, Nabokov continually writes about the efficacy ofrecall, citing its
limitations, interpretations, and overall perceptual fluctuations that victimize the individual
involved in such a problematic and elusive endeavor. What is useful here is that he is able to
recall not only emotional memories, but other memories collected from sensory experiences.
These are among the tools Nabokov uses, including an acute awareness of the pitfalls and
rewards of mnemonic mining. With this in mind, I took the cue from Nabokov to use my
childhood as the place to forage for the catalytic material to invigorate the process.
Likewise, Shteyngart begins his memoir, Little Failure, from his earliest days in the
Soviet Union, moving on through his family's immigration to the United States, and finishes
full-circle with a visit to St. Petersburg, Russia with his mother and father. The structure of
Shteyngart's book is a memoir written in one narrative manuscript for publication, as opposed to
previously published essays brought together to create the autobiographical text.
At first reading, Shteyngart's memoir reminded me of almost every other fish-out-ofwater story I have ever read or seen. This served to taint my judgment for the first one hundred
and filly pages of the book. However, I put it down for a while and began several other memoirs,
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finding in each of them a sense ofthe authors' early displacement-with each author either not
quite fitting in, or always moving to a new place during the initial part of their lives and thus
searching for a foothold that never quite appeared.
By the time I finished analyzing Little Failure, I understood why Shteyngart wrote about
his childhood the way he did: with comedic anecdotes of his early childhood in Soviet Russia,
then his experiences as a Russian immigrant in New York City. As a matter of recall, he is able
to remember how he felt in different situations during his early life, and to reflect on the
experience of his detoured immigration from the Soviet Union. Shteyngart employed humor in
his descriptions of the hopeless absurdity of adolescence, and of the periods before and after
adolescence, for that matter. As you will see in my life writing, I absorbed Shteyngart's absurdist
tone and humor for several of the following pieces in Part II: "Aspects," including "My Left Ear"
and "To Thy Own Self Destruct."
Besides the humorous tone, I apprehended certain legitimacy in Shteyngart's narrativea sincerity that washes towards the shore as the boat of experience has passed. Was he also
seeking to reconcile his memories with reality, as Didion seemed to do? Whether or not this is
so, it is clear that his experiences are quite human and easy to identify with. Coincidentally,
Nabokov appears to support Shteyngart's narrative structure:" .. .it is only starting with the
recollections of one's adolescence that Mnemosyne begins to get choosy and crabbed ... "
(Nabokov 25). Perhaps it was Nabokov's book that dissipated my resistance regarding
Shteyngart's memoir. In this light, I was able to discern Shteyngart's trajectory a Ia Nabokov as
he steers his narrative through the "recollections" of his childhood, into his college years, and
onto what seems to be the core of the book-his relationship with his parents and extended
family. This can be seen early in Shteyngart' s text as he recounts moments of his early childhood
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while in the Soviet Union. In most cases, his most important-if not poignant-memories
involve his father. However, by the time the reader has meandered through the author's life, and
come with him full-circle back to St. Petersburg, Russia, in the company of his parents, it is
apparent that Shteyngart' s journey as a writer was a journey to the home of the self.
This thread of self-honesty and catharsis is clearly evident in Jim Carroll's Basketball

Diaries-at once an intentional text as well as a seeming compilation of diary entries. However,
Carroll takes a different structural approach than that of the previously mentioned authors. Here,
the author conceives diary-like essays, covering the period of his life in New York City from fall
1963 to summer 1966 (Carroll). His style is cut and dry, if such a viscerally honest
autobiographical account may be noted as such. The diary style appealed to me as it is similar to
my earlier conceptions of my thesis, where I was going to mine my own notebooks for specific
essays. However, Carroll was able to write a flowing, unified narrative, which deviates from my
initial idea of stand-alone essays. His ability to reveal his seemingly innermost, darkest self
throughout the narrative is crucial. His brutal honesty is his style. Further, he pulls absolutely no
punches when dealing with his life on the streets of New York City in the late 1960s. This
courageous spirit became an imperative principle for the essays in my thesis.
In this text, Carroll seems to bleed on the page. Through his prose, Carroll avoids the
flowery reminiscences ofNabokov, the cute tongue-and-cheek ramblings of Shteyngart, and the
lost puppy victimization of Didion. His is a (for lack of a more appropriate expression) nobullshit, in-your-face account of a rapacious heroin addict on the streets of Manhattan during
perhaps the city's grittiest period of the twentieth century. The author's prowess lies in his direct
and equally gritty honesty of street life. In this way, his effort is an example of the courage and, I
would argue, humility necessary for the writer to share such a life with the reading public. The
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window into the very dark side of human nature, and the absurdity he notes in the day to day
desperation in seeking to score drugs, rings of a deep, hidden social reality-a well-kept secret
from those who might otherwise have seemingly sheltered American lives. It is this brutal selfhonesty that I am seeking in my thesis. It is this open window into the murky depths of depravity
and demoralization, and the willingness to approach it tactilely-blood, guts, and all.
By prime example, James Baldwin's memoir, Notes of a Native Son, allowed me the
revelation of revealing one's identity without having to write from the first person. By reading
his perceptions of the world going on around him, I attained a sense of the world within him. I
understand this is an expert at his craft. While perusing Native Son, I realized I was getting to
know these writers merely by reading their various memoirs. Therein lays the craft these authors
all have in common. Baldwin, a Negro homosexual writing in the 1950s and 1960s United States
(except, of course, when he was living in Paris and Switzerland) was able to produce essays of
the highest caliber while walking a tightrope across the violent and deadly abyss of racial and
sexual-identity prejudice. Baldwin's essays were produced at different periods and at different

places-Speak, Memory-and assembled for his book. Here, again, is a courageous writer
putting the world as he sees it on the public page for all to see. Yet, he is able to eloquently
describe the demoralizing experiences of his childhood in Harlem.
Once Baldwin's father died, he shortly afterward headed to Paris. Two of the chapters
addressing this period, "A Question ofldentity" and "Equal in Paris," deal with that time in
space where one is utterly alone, afraid, cold, and lonely-a sort of famine of the spirit. While he
writes about the American student colony in the former chapter, and about going to a French jail
in the latter, he is always at the center of his prose, without having to say so. Through his
perceptions of the spinning world around him, Baldwin reveals himself. The structure is broken

up into three sections, somewhat chronological, of previously published essays. The author is
present throughout his stories, and therefore makes himself evident. He is able to do this by
waxing philosophical when describing social circumstances. For instance, when writing on racial
inequality before the formal civil rights movement in the 1960s, Baldwin notes "Our
dehumanization of the Negro then is indivisible from our dehumanization of ourselves: the loss
of our own identity is the price we pay for our annulment of his" (Baldwin 25). Here, he is
speaking as an American in light of the oppressed plight of the American Negro. He is an
American, and does not consider himself a second-class citizen, even though his white
countrymen would disagree.
Kurt Vonnegut also is able to convey his inner life by examining the world about him.
Like Baldwin, social criticism supplies the window to Vonnegut's soul. Meanwhile, he is a
competent juggler ofboth social finger-pointing and mundane day-to-day minutia. Either way,
he is always revealing himself, which, to me, is the underlying point of the memoir. Ifi am able
to follow this lead, I will tell you about myself without telling you about myself.
Vonnegut' sA Man Without a Country relies more on social criticism that mere
remembrances. While his tone is one of humor, it is often of the biting social critical form. Yet,
Vonnegut is able to get his personality all over the text, especially when speaking of the
catastrophic juggernaut our modem world has wrought. He utilizes his insight into the underbelly
of American social consciousness, or its hypocrisy therein: '"Socialism' is no more an evil word
than 'Christianity.' Socialism no more prescribed Joseph Stalin and his secret police and
shuttered churches than Christianity prescribed the Spanish Inquisition" (Vonnegut 11).
Accordingly, Vonnegut exploits the genre of social criticism to tell his story. He does so
in a way where the reader gets to know him, and therefore, his identity and personality. Perhaps
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it is in divulging one's philosophy that one truly reveals oneself. This seems to be the case for
Vonnegut in this text. He finds well-placed opportunities to meander into the day-to-day
trivialities, like going to the post office whenever he needs to mail something. It gives him a
chance to get outside and engage people he might not otherwise have contact with. This says a
lot about the author, without the author having to come out and say "I'm the type of person that
does such and such, or thinks this and that."
Among the most significant memoirs in this short list is Verghese's The Tennis Partner.
The text covers his stint in New Mexico as a doctor of internal medicine who befriends a young
intern, who happens to share Verghese's love of tennis. Tragically, Verghese's new tennis
partner is a cocaine addict. It is a heartbreaking story that Verghese's covers with a sincerity that
is palpable. The structure of this text is similar to Didion's Year in that it is a straight narrative
spanning a consistent time and space. However, what drives the narrative is Verghese's sincerity
and honesty. This, then, is the utmost priority for my thesis-to attain to this level of selfknowledge as revealed through sincere introspection-Verghese bares his soul and seems to do
so effortless! y.
That Verghese has a command of his material is clear-his life and the life enveloping it.
Put another way, the structure is similar to the single essay of writers mentioned above, except
that his essay is the whole text. Through his descriptions of his separation from his wife, with
whom he has two young boys, and the Spartan apartment he moves into, I cannot help but to feel
as ifVerghese is speaking directly to me. This style works as I felt that I needed to keep reading,
to be present for this tale that Verghese took the time to share with me.
With this in mind, I began to write and assemble my own life writing text. As I began, I
looked over the outline I had been planning for the last year and a half; and found that I no
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longer agreed with its previous purpose or trajectory. I kept several essays from my earlier
submission, but let my meditation take me in the direction that felt right not only for this project,
but for this occasion. In this way, I found that many of the essays I had been working on would
not suit the mold, or theme, that started to take place. As the scope of this project is a brief
memoir, my main focus became the destruction of trust, as thrust upon a young child, and the
ensuing dynamics that formulate defining aspects of a life.
As a consequence, I let my creative process take over, and mined the examples set before
me by the authors discussed above, and the insights attained through the study of life writing
theory and criticism. What follows are several autobiographical essays, a vignette of
autobiographical fiction in further exploration of the dynamics of ruined trust, and a one-act play
working on the same theme. This, then, represents certain aspects of my life, poured here before
you.
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Part II:
ASPECTS
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Light
I come from the Cosmic Dust that made the Sun.
I come from the intelligence beyond comprehension.
I come from the formless place beyond time and space;
Delivered here to good and evil and the human race.
I come from the Cosmic Dust that made the Sun.
I come from the night that hides the day.
I come from the astral knight that lights the way;
Delivered to the darkness of our day.
I come from a crater in the crust of our Mother.
I crawled out ofher primal ooze.
I come from the ultimate origin;
Delivered to a world in ruins.
I come from perfect harmony and balance.
I come from the brilliance of the universe.
I come from a place beyond death;
Delivered to a place of death.
I come from the whole.
I come from the eternal bliss.
I come from a place beyond time and space
To be delivered to this.
I come from a time without time before time.
I come from a perfection to a perfection that time forgot.
I come from a part of me
Delivered by desire to this place of pain and deathA fragment of myself delivered to this place.
I come from a place without pain.
I come from a place beyond time and space.
I come from a place where I know you-without flesh or face .
Delivered here into naked tissue and nerveTo be scarred, clothed, and depravity served.
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Ruin is the condition ofthis place.
Pain is the disease under the face.
Death and fear are but the illusionA juvenile, gendered God of authorityIn service to the human animal, in all its horrid glory.
Disease originates from the war with the self.
I come from a place without war.
I come from the Cosmic Dust that made the Sun.
I come from the divine intelligence that sparks our souls.
I come from a formless place beyond time and space.
Delivered here, like you, to good and evil: the human race.
I come from a thousand lives of evolution.
I knew you then, but meet you now, for the first time, againDelivered here--with you-to save this placeDelivered without memory-a burning need to remember ...
I come from all of us and our innumerable lives of evolution
To bring peace to the war within my heart.
Ruin is the condition of this place,
Pain is the disease under my face,
I remember the ruin of my soul,
And the countless horrors I've rendered, untold,
I come with a vision and free will,
To free the ruin of my soul.
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To Thine Own Self Destruct
I came to in a wheelchair, drool puddling on my abdomen. My right wrist was bandaged,
and lay limp on my lap below the drool. A disturbance to my right drew my drugged gaze to a
naked man trying to climb through a small rectangular window six feet from the floor. He was all
ass, balls, and squirming legs as the orderlies tried to pry him out. I learned later that his name
was Greg, and he was in for a drug overdose, which he obviously survived. I learned that I, too,
was in for a drug overdose, and a suicide attempt. Greg and I would become friends in the
coming months. I was 28 years old. Just twelve years earlier, I was attending a Connecticut prepschool, considering Yale as the next step. How did my dreams evaporate into such a cesspool of
despair? More pressing, how in the HELL did I end up in the county psychiatric ward?
I learned soon enough that I had been there for three days-the time it took for the drugs
to wear off. A counselor there by the name of Carol Barefoot put forth the notion that I may
have a problem with alcohol. She told me that I had spent the first night in a hospital, where they
treated my self-inflicted wounds (shame on me) and pumped my stomach (shame on me again). I
was then admitted into the psych unit, and "Who was Antoinette Ferringer?" That was a great
question. Antoinette was a high-class, lesbian prostitute and my girlfriend at the time. Although I
did not mention Antoinette's profession to Ms. Barefoot, her one raised eyebrow and one
furrowed eyebrow informed me that she had made Antoinette's acquaintance. She did:
Antoinette was there to pick me up, and I was being released. As it turned out, Antoinette had
been a part of the paperwork for my ambulance, hospital, and psych ward input. She was notified
I was being released, and showed up with 'friends ' to take me home. As soon as I got into the
car, I was "thanked" for ruining their acid trip, and did I want some?
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Raised on the streets of Hollywood, Florida, Antoinette was an auburn-haired, six-footone-inch Amazonian demon draped in a first impression of elegance. By far the prettiest woman
in any room, she was also my rusted gateway to hell. When she wasn't putting Nair in my
shampoo, she was getting me into bar fights in some of the best biker bars on the Gulf Coast.
During an alcohol-soaked argument with Antoinette over drugs and lovers four or five nights
previous, she pulled out a pistol I knew to be loaded with hollow-point bullets and chased me out
of our apartment-her finger on the trigger and the barrel aimed at my head. I was naked during
the argument and only managed to grab a hand towel in my hasty departure. What was still night
to us was actually late the next morning to the attendant families at the community pool area I
had no choice but to run through. On the other side of the expansive complex, I arrived at the
apartment of one of Antoinette's admirers, only to find that he was expecting me. Without letting
me in, he handed me a very small wad of clothes and a can of beer, and shut the door. Getting
dressed in a rush in the open-air hallway, I was thoroughly disgusted with my life as I drained
the beer and considered my new attire: a very short, tight pair of women's vertically striped,
rainbow-colored, silk aerobic shorts and a women's half-length, lavender halter top. I will not go
into the details of the folly of the following twenty-four hours as I made my way through town
looking for different clothes and alcohol, but I will tell you that in that time, Antoinette ripped
my heart out and burned it to ash.
When I was sixteen, I was sent to Oxford Academy prep school in Westbrook,
Connecticut, for what was to be the fourth out of six high schools I would attend before earning
my GED. It was there, at the age of sixteen, that my world was blown wide-open with the
discovery ofhistory, literature, and poetry. I immersed myself in the lives and works of Arthur
Rimbaud, Charles Baudelaire, Friedrich Nietzsche, Edgar Allan Poe, Dylan Thomas, and
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countless other poets, writers, thinkers, historians, philosophers, and biographers. This was the
death of my childhood, and the birth of a poet.
Consequently, I was expelled from Oxford for defiant behavior and sent to my father's
home in Florida. After a two-week beating, I was sent back to Connecticut. There I continued to
explore the unending literary world and the physical world of Danbury, Connecticut, where I
attended the Wooster School. Meanwhile, writing poetry had become a viable method to search
for truth. Poetry was pure: it was a vital formula to plumb the depths of my soul, my world, and
my purpose. I was a writer! I was a seer! I was a poet; and I was going to live my dream of the
writing life. I had no idea that my dream would drown in a pool of my own blood.
Meanwhile, after two years and two more high schools, I was homeless, and wandering
from Miami to New York City; but, most of all, I was writing. I set out with an eighteen-yearold's perception of William Blake's insight that "the road of excess leads to the palace of
wisdom." A year later, my particular excess put me in a Tallahassee hospital with acute alcohol
poisoning. No matter, I was on a mission to find truth. I was a hungry young poet ready to kick
the shit out of life and force it to render up its elusive truths. I felt that if I died in the noble quest,
I would at least leave behind the fruits of my journey in the notebooks, envelopes, scraps of
paper, and bar napkins that began to litter the homes of my friends and acquaintances. Ah, sweet
and careless youth!
Moreover, I was on the adventure of a lifetime and felt justified as I had resurrected the
one true god-Dionysus. Indeed, I believed I was chosen by the gods of the ancient Greeks to
bring the knowledge gained from my quest to ''the people." Nevertheless, by my mid-twenties,
my friends and acquaintances began to die by alcohol and drug overdoses, suicide and murder.
Romantically, I considered them "fallen in battle" and I was pushing on. I sincerely thought I
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was expanding my consciousness and doing something important. The truth was that I was a
selfish, dangerous tornado ripping through the lives of anyone who would tolerate me. I was selfdestructing and causing serious damage to others in the process. Alas, Antoinette and I were
made for each other.
Meanwhile, despite the fact that I rarely tried to publish my work, I never stopped
writing. By the time I had fallen in with Antoinette, I felt like I was dying-I was-and I needed
to get my work out into the world. A publisher in New York City had read some of my work and
expressed interest in a manuscript. So, I sent out word that I was going to write a book of poetry
and such, and could I have my notebooks back? I gathered what notebooks, envelopes, scraps of
paper and bar napkins I could locate and began copying them as neatly as my trembling left hand
would allow. By the time I was halfway through, I had one thousand pages.
In a rare moment of clarity, I saw that my life was an utter nightmare. I regarded this
manuscript as a return to my dream of being a writer and, perhaps, making enough money to
clean myself up. I was acutely aware of the wreck I had become in contrast with the noble ideas I
had started out with. My work-the reason I had sacrificed everything worthwhile in life to
manifest-was going to save me. Alas, it would not come to pass.
More precisely, she destroyed my manuscript and all of my notebooks. In one
vicious act, Antoinette destroyed the one thing I had lived and died many lives for. Gone forever
was everything I had experienced since I was sixteen: all the adventures, notes, observations,
stories, revelations, and poems. I had lived to write and suddenly it was gone. So I decided to
die: immediately upon learning this information, I cranked the stereo up with Alice In Chain's
"Rain When I Die" playing, grabbed a serrated steak knife, and locked myself in the bathroom of
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our apartment. Without hesitation, I sliced my wrist open, and slipped and fell in my own
blood-and into unconsciousness.
Not surprisingly, I woke up in the mental hospital where Ms. Barefoot confronted me
with the cold truth-1 had some serious problems with life. It took me several years to recover
from that particular loss and the life I had chosen to live. I grew to forgive Antoinette.
Ultimately, I am accountable for the decisions I made that created such circumstances. I never
saw Antoinette after that-I learned through her obituary that she "died suddenly" in 1999. In
this way, one story ends and another begins.
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My left ear
When I was about nine or ten, my father had a way of exhibiting his superiority in the
household when I would do things the wrong way, as opposed to his way. Generally, there would
be the stare: kind of like Zeus looking down upon you from Mount Olympus, eyes burning with
blue-flamed fury, lightning bolts of spit shooting from his mouth. Even though there were loud
noises coming from this orifice, I was usually mesmerized by the twisted motions his lips would
make, all the while anticipating a strike from his big, hairy arms, which ended in big, hairy fists.
He had no problem overpowering my weak defenses and striking home on the cranium. I believe
he was ambidextrous. The fact that I rarely went down from these blows owes nothing to my
steadfastness while enduring such assaults. Somewhere during his swing, he would unclench his
fist and smack my head open-handed, grabbing my thick mop of hair and pulling in the opposite
direction. This had the effect of what my brothers called the washing machine. First a right, then
a left, and so on. My source of pride lay in not crying, which probably added some extra quarters
to the washing machine business.
One day, my father and I were standing in the threshold of my bedroom, he just outside,
and I just inside. He was yelling at me for something or other, and I was again staring up at his
mouth, not really discerning his spit-soaked speech, but mesmerized in the usual fashion. And
ther. he did something new. He reached out with his massive, angry appendage and grabbed a
hold of my left ear! This was surely not good. Although, suddenly I could hear what he was
saying: "Are you listening to me? You hear me now, don't you!" Then he lifted me offthe
ground by my left ear, and I heard it crunch. Vincent Van Gogh once called the part of the ear
that extends from the head, "cabbage," in reference to his self-mutilation in the South of France.
Well, my lettuce did not detach, and my father did the washing machine thing holding only my
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ear. I swung back and forth until he finally let go, and left me there with my ear on fire. I do not
remember how long it was before I could touch it, but it was swollen and red enough for my
friends and classmates to find it necessary to comment. I would come to later call this incident,
"the first insult."
The second insult occurred when I was nineteen, living in Tallahassee, Florida. My
friend, Steve had come to visit from Connecticut, staying with me for a week. By this time, I had
grown to six-feet, and had put various anonymous, random fellows through the washing machine
myself. One night, Steve and I were running around Tallahassee, and ended up at Doak
Campbell football stadium, just as a game between the Seminoles and the Gators was letting out.
The crowd was rowdy, and had its usual medley of college students, especially drunk and
aggressive young men, who, like myself, were new to manhood, and the big, strong body that
goes with it. V/e were walking against the current of the departing crowd, with Steve roughly
fifteen paces ahead of me. Steve was a musician with a big mouth but no stomach for fisticuffs.
As we proceeded upstream, a guy shoulder-bumped him, and both kept on going. No biggie.
Then another one bumped him, and again, both kept on going. Steve seemed to have no reaction.
I, on the other hand, was getting a sense that these two shoulder-bumpers were part of a larger
group. Sure enough, a third guy came along and bumped my buddy, and again, Steve kept on
walking. He did spend a lot oftime in New York City, and maybe he was used to such closequartered behavior, but I was not. The third guy did not make it past me.
Somehow, being left handed has allowed me a certain element of surprise when swinging
upon an opponent with the hammer-like fist with bulging knuckles I inherited from my father. I
assumed this was due to the play-fighting boys participate in while growing up. As most are
right-handed, they learn to defend themselves accordingly. Needless to say, I dropped the third
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guy, as the saying goes, like a sack of potatoes, with a massive shot to the proboscis, and turned
to face the other two. The ensuing action played out like a movie, with a bit of farce thrown in. It
turned out that my opponents amounted to four buddies, with one incapacitated with the broken
nose I gave him. They surrounded me in a front yard of a house bordered with three-foot hedges.
For reasons I do not know, they initially came at me one at a time. They seemed to have a good
strategy as one guy was directly in front of me, while each of his buddies were to my left and
right, respectively. A crowd began to circle around us, with my friend, now on the periphery of
the fight, claiming he was a musician, and could not damage his fingers. So, now it became a
simple matter of defending his honor. For a split second, as Steve was saying this, both me and
the fellow before my looked at him, heard him out, then went at it, sort of. Again, the left
damaged his forehead, and the blood gushing out scared him out of the fight. Another came from
my right and we got into it. Miraculously, and this is the movie part, as I was winding up to
clock him, my left elbow caught the fellow to my left in the face, and knocked him out of the
fight, or so I thought. I tripped backwards, falling into the bushes, with the guy from my right
lunging down upon me. This was a tremendous mistake on his part, as I punched straight up and
knocked his head back, and continued to beat the shit out of his face as he tried to retreat. He
seemed to be the last one, and the fight was almost over, whenever he decided to give up. I
noticed Steve off to the left-he had merged with the crowd-watching with the same excited
interests as the other onlookers. I figured one last hard punch would take the last guy out, and we
would be on our way. That is when it happened. I saw a flash oflight, my knees went wobbly,
and I heard a girl's voice from somewhere behind me exclaim, "What a shot!" The guy I thought
I had fully taken out with my left elbow had walloped me fully on my unprotected left ear. While
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I did not go down, I wasn't exactly standing up very well, either. However, everyone had had
enough, and the fight was over. That was the second insult.
Roughly seven years later, the third insult would find its way to me in the unlikely event
of a hate crime, sort of. I would not really call it a fight, although it seemed to start off that way. I
had been drinking a few towns over with a buddy of mine, and we got separated. It was well
after midnight. I was sixty miles from home and no longer had a ride, so I decided to hitchhike to
the interstate, and hopefully, hitch a ride home. By this time, the thick, curly mop my father used
to get good traction from had grown half-way down my back. Meanwhile, as South Florida has
its share of progressive cities, it is still the Deep South, and there is a certain element that does
not take kindly to "long-hairs." As I was walking west toward Interstate 95, with still several
miles to go, a car passed me yelling "fucking faggot!" So, in the spirit of a challenge, I yelled
back, "Fuck you!" and something silly like, "Pull over!" And so they did.
When I was sixteen and living at a prep school in Connecticut, I had several incidences
where similar situations occurred. A car would drive by and scream various insults. I would hail
its occupants to pull over, which they occasionally would. I would unbutton my coat in a Wild
Kingdom sort of way to make myself appear larger, and run towards the car. In all of the cases,
the guys would get back into the car and leave before I got near. However, this night, these fellas
apparently were not impressed with the guy running at them, slipping on the asphalt in his pretty
boots, long hair streaming behind him like some sort of romance beach scene. Perhaps it was
because I was not wearing a jacket. Anyhow, the car pulled over into the expansive, empty mall
parking lot I was cutting across-plenty of space to tangle. As I was running toward the car,
guys kept pouring out, like a clown car at the circus! Now, I admit I've been lucky up to this
point when outnumbered, but this was plainly a dangerous situation.
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Like a cartoon character, I literally planted a boot on the asphalt to stop my forward
progress and skidded several yards. This time, they were running at me! This was not going to
end well. My boots failed to gain traction as I peeled out in an attempt to get across the six-lane
highway and, hopefully for the love of someone's God, anyone's God, to safety. It was not to be
as they caught me in the median and proceeded to kick the shit out of me-to this day, I have no
idea how many ofthem there were. For some reason, it was always important during such
situations for me not to hit the ground. So there I was, on my hands and feet, while these guys
hit, kicked, spit, and ripped at me while traffic whizzed by on both sides. One thing that stands
out was their repeated scream, "I hate you!" Meanwhile, my hair and shirt were being pulled and
ripped and someone was actually scratching me-it was quite painful. Then it happened. One of
them hauled off and kicked me full-throttle in my left ear. That's it! I shot up and bolted to the
other side of the street. And wouldn't you know it, there was one more guy, the driver, who had
the wherewithal to bring their car to the other side of the highway. The gang had also crossed
and another herd of traffic was upon us. I took off through it, across all six lanes and ran west as
fast as my slippery boots would allow.
As I was running another car pulled alongside me and opened the door, screaming for me
to jump in. Another carload of people-this was just not my night, until I realized they were a
mix of young men and women who actually looked concerned. I dove in. There was a lot of
commotion from them-"Oh my God, we saw the whole thing, are you alright, were do you
need to go"-as I examined my condition. My shirt was shredded and hanging off my shoulders
in strips. My hair was falling out in clumps. I had scratches and other blood on me. And my left
ear was on fire. Sometime during the melee I had lost my money. These generous souls took me
to 7-11 near the interstate, bought me a six-pack, and left me to my journey. I finally made it
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home by morning, thanks to a trucker who bought me another six-pack in a predatory attempt to
get me to put-out. I made it to my exit with the beer and my honor intact.
When the beer wore off, and I had slept off most of the nightmare, I awoke to a burning
bit of cabbage on the left side of my head. It was too familiar-why does everyone insist on
hitting me, or kicking me, in my damned left ear! Three is usually a charm, as they say, but not
in this case.
Another eight or so years later, I was working with my friend Phil, repairing swimming
pool leaks in Palm Beach during the summer. It was a great gig as we were around some of the
most illustrious homes in America, in and around some of the most incredible swimming pools
high-end engineering could muster. It had been years since I had been in a fight, finally
outgrowing the juvenile desire for physical confrontation and hopefully maturing into more
diplomatic skills for conflict resolution. Meanwhile, Phil and I usually took turns diving the
pools. It was a two-man operation with one in the pool doing the under-water investigation and
subsequent repair, while the other was the ground man, fetching tools, and running the breathing
apparatus for the diver. The breathing apparatus was merely an air compressor with a breathing
hose attached. The ground man made sure the hose remained untangled, with enough slack for
the diver to move around the pool without getting in his way. On this particular day, it was my
turn to dive. It was a simple eight-foot pool with a leak at the deep-end drain. Phil fired up the
compressor. I put the mouthpiece into my mouth, and headed for the drain. I never knew silence
to be an interruption. It is fairly quiet and serene under water. However, as I was approaching the
drain, a sudden silence occurred, immediately followed by a metallic hum in my head.
Indeed, this was the fourth and final insult. I failed to decompress, and the atmospheric
pressure of merely eight feet of water was enough to blow my eardrum out of operation. There
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was no blood. There was no pain. Only that tinny silence. While I could still hear from my right
ear, the silence was overwhelming. I am used to it now, and the ensuing tinnitus is bearable.
Only occasionally, my ear will somehow turn on. It is usually brief, and always scares the shit
out of me when it happens, because it's as if someone has just appeared out of nowhere to my
left and held a radio, or a moving car, or a barking dog inches from my head. And then,
thankfully, it goes silent again.
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A Matter of Trust
There are things a four-year-old just should not know. He or she should know trust
without being aware of that particular blanket of security. However, there are people in our
society who do not consider such nurturing necessities when obsessed with their own sick
desires. My cousin Mike Duncan is one such individual, and committed such horrific acts against
his step children and his own children-but not before getting his filthy hands on me.
Whatever the reason, my parents were not home much when I was a small boy growing
up in Kentucky. During the ages of four and five, my cousin Mike would babysit me. He used
these opportunities to have sex with me: pretty much running the full gamut of sexual deviances
and permutations at his demented disposal. The problem for me was that I did not know this was
wrong. I was four! But I remember.
I remember one night when my parents were out and he had me on the couch, doing his
usual gross business, but making me feel good to make him feel good. I was a good boy. And he
would be sure to tell my parents how good I was. However, what we did was a secret, and they
would be mad at me if they knew. He would not tell if I would not tell. Agreed. So there we were
on the couch, doing his business, when my parents pulled up. I do not think he had time to get
me into the bedroom because he hid me behind the front door as they came in. They shut the
door without seeing me, and walked into the living room. I slid around behind them and snuck
into my bedroom. I got into bed and pretended I was asleep, as my mother came in right behind
me, but did not see anything unusual.
Mike continued to babysit me for the next year or so. I only remember my age at the time
because we moved a lot, almost every year, and this period constituted two moves to new homes
in suburbs of Louisville. In the last home, Mike had a car and drove across town whenever my
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parents called. One night in particular stands out in my mind. It is a memory that was buried
from five-years-old until I was twenty-one.
The memory surfaced as I was speaking to my mother outside of her apartment on a
beautiful Saturday morning, just in front of her home in Lauderdale-By-The-Sea, Florida. I
looked into her green/gold eyes during our conversation and the memory just appeared. I blurted
out, "Mike molested me when I was a kid." My mother's initial reaction was that of horror, and
something else. I learned that she had heard rumors of Mike's kids' complaints to a similar
effect, and it all came home for her in my terse statement out of the blue. Consequently, by the
time I was twenty-one, I was six feet tall, and about 190 pounds, and angry-a formidable and
willing opponent for anyone looking for trouble, and standing there with my mother, she knew
me as such. However, I know that in that instant, my mother was seeing her young boy; she
seemed simultaneously angry and heartbroken-"1'11 kill that son of a bitch!" she said.
Oddly, I was calm. It was just information. I was not a pedophile. I was not sexually
attracted to children. I loved women-although I would later learn that I was incapable of actual,
selfless love and acceptance of another human being. The problems contained in that latter
statement would take years to unfold and to rectify. In the meantime, the nightmares I had when
I was six, and which eventually morphed into the anxiety attacks that seem to come from
nowhere and that caught me off guard in the guise of oversized and throbbing every-day objects
began to make sense: Mike stuck things in my behind when I was a young boy.
Just before my family moved us from Louisville, Kentucky, to upstate New York, Mike
was called to babysit. My parents had no way of knowing that he wanted me to run away with
him to California, or that he had been sexually molesting me for the last year or more. I was not
going to tell them: I was about five-and-a-half years-old at the time, and running away from
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chores and (nursery) school and my mean, older half-brothers seemed like a good idea. He laid
out the plan as soon as they left. I was to pack a pillow case with clothes, and the secret knife he
recently gave me. I could bring my Bugs Bunny doll that he taught me how to kiss him with.
Once my mom tucked me in later that night, I was to wait a few minutes and then put on my
outside clothes and get back into bed. He would come later and knock on my window. I would
crawl through the window and we would be off on our adventure. He told me he had been out
west before, and he had met a lot of kids like me. There were hundreds of playgrounds he had
been to and I would have lots of friends. And then he got down to his usual business.
This time, however, he did something that he had never done before. For the sake of
sparing you the graphic and repulsive nature of his act, I will say that the moment of my
realization was electric. He was a liar! He lied to me! And it probably saved my life. He tried to
get me to do something with him that for once and fmally I knew was wrong; and he lied about it
being wrong, asking me, "How do you know, you're just a kid." My recollection skips from that
moment to lying in bed in my pajamas as he knocked on my window. I remember lying there,
with Bugs Bunny under the sheets next to me, with the sheets pulled up over my head. He called
my name, and kept knocking. I thought he was going to come in and get me, but he did not. He
just left. I remember hearing that he had left home, and no one knew where he was. I never said
anything to anyone, until I was twenty-one.
I remembered none of this until that conversation with my mother that sunny Saturday. It
explained my sleepwalking in our family home in upstate New York throughout the year after
we arrived. My mother would come get me out of bed in the morning and ask why I had taken
off my pajamas and left them wadded up into tight, wet balls on the sink. Sometimes, my fruitof-the-looms would be wet also. Perhaps I took them off and washed them as well, then put them
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back on. This coincided with my nightmares. My mom called them night terrors. Either way, she
would bring me out ofbed, downstairs and into the kitchen to show me the gallon of milk. "See
honey, it's right there. It' s not scary. It's not coming after you," she would say. She would do the
same with light bulbs, and any other household objects that haunted my dreams and threaten to
suffocate me, or worse, penetrate me and explode.
Eventually, the nightmares went away, only to resurface in my later life as anxiety or
panic attacks, usually after an episode of extended, acute substance abuse.
Mike has since left the country, now living in China. I spoke to him once: I was about
thirty-five years old (about or around 1995), and his mother-my aunt Hellen- had been sick
and recently confined to a Gainesville, Florida, hospital bed. Honestly, I do not remember how
(or whether) I got his phone number or how we even ended up on the phone, but I remember
asking him to admit what he had done to me when I was a boy. He denied it. I gave him several
opportunities to come clean, yet he continued to lie to me. By this time, I had lost any capacity
for non-physical resolution and told him if he stepped foot in Florida, I would kill him. I believe
I would have. That is the most emotion I have had from the experience. In the end, he did not
visit his mother in the hospital. His mother died in 2012, and I would like to think that he is still
afraid, still a coward, and did not attend the funeraL
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The Monster in the Window
A Play in One Act
Characters
Adam: An innocent, unprecocious five year old boy
Uncle ~ike: a young adult who hungers for Adam's innocence
Grace: Adam's mother. A single parent who works full time.

All the action of the play takes place at Grace's house in the living room and in Adam's
bedroom. Mike has been babysitting Adam for the past nine months, ever since he returned from
Iraq. Mike lives at home with his mother, Grace's older sister, and has not been able to hold a job
since his retun.

Grace's living room at about 7:30a.m. Grace is just about to leave for work.
Scene 1
(Grace enters the living room, where
Mike and Adam are sitting on the
couch. She is hurriedly gathering
her purse, and materials for work.)

GRACE
Be a good boy, baby. Listen to Mike and do what he tells you.
ADAM
Okmom.
GRACE
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(I'o mike)
Mike, I can't thank you enough for all the times you've babysat. Thank you.
MIKE

(Shoots a wink at Adam)
Any time.

GRACE
Adam! Put the clothes back on your G.l. Joes!
ADAM

(staring at his lap)
I did! I am. Do you have to go to work today?

GRACE
Yes, baby. I have to work every day, unfortunately.
ADAM

Sighs

GRACE
Arms full, leaving through the front
door, juggling purse, folders, keys)
You boys have fun. Mike, call me if you need anything.
MIKE

O.k. Aunt Grace.

GRACE
Mike, remember to show Adam that there are no monsters under his bed or in his closet.
He had nightmares again last night.
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MIKE
Will do, Aunt Grace. Same routine as yesterday, and the day before that, and the day
before that.
GRACE
Thanks, honey.
(Grace exits. Scene ends with Mike
looking down at Adam from the short
distance across the couch.

Scene 2
Adams Bedroom. Next morning.
MIKE
Where are your clothes?
ADAM
In the pillowcase, just like you told me.
MIKE
Are you excited? No more chores. No more rules. Cartoons every day. Lots of boys to
play with. We're going to go to every playground from here to California!
ADAM
Boys my age?
MIKE
Lots! On my last trip, we met lots of boys. Took them with us sometimes. It's an
adventure!
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ADAM
What's my mom going to do?
MIKE

She won't care. She's busy and she'll be glad your having fun.
ADAM
Then why can't we tell her.
MIKE

Because it's a secret. How much fun will it be if we spoil the secret? Remember, after
your mom tucks you in, wait a while, then put on your outside clothes and get back into
bed. I'll knock on the window. I'll help you climb out the window, so we don't wake her.
ADAM
O.k. Can I bring Mr. Bunny?
MIKE

Of course! Come over here and give me a kiss. I love you.
Adam walks over to Mike and kisses
him on the lips

ADAM
I love you, too, Uncle Mike

Scene 3
Adam's bedroom, later that day
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MIKE
Lounging on Adam 's little bed, in his
underwear and tee-shirt

Come over here.
ADAM
Sitting on the floor with his back to
Mike, staring at his Lincoln Logs

Why?
MIKE
Just come here.
ADAM
Again?
MIKE
Not for that.
ADAM
You lied.
MIKE
No I didn't, honey.
ADAM
That wasn't milk!
MIKE
How do you know?
ADAM
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I saw you!
MIKE
Come here and give Uncle Mike a kiss.
ADAM
No!
MIKE
I love you.

ADAM
I hate you!

Scene 4
Later that night. After midnight. Mike raps on Adam's window.
MIKE
From outside Adam's bedroom
window

Adam. Adam! Wake up. I gotta car. Let's go!
Adam is terrified and pulls the sheet
over his head. Mike continues to rap
on the window

MIKE
Adam! Adam, wake up, it's time to go!
Adam is frozen from terror, does not
move. Mike continues to rap and
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scratch at the window almost
desperately for several more minutes

MIKE
I'm sorry Adam. I didn't mean to try to trick you. I won't do it again. C'mon. I love you!
I love you, Adam. I love you.
Adam remains frozen under the
sheet. Silence ensues for another
minute. Then headlights are seen
through the window, receding. The
light from the headlights grows
dimmer, until the room is in pitch
black. The scene ends
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Uranus, Mars, and Venus
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Uranus
Adam didn't know anything about sex and death. Nor could he understand how these
intertwined vipers would haunt his life and define its persistent ruin. He did know how to spell
his first and last name. His mother made him recite his address and telephone number almost
daily. She instilled in him a contemporary fear of strangers. Adam knew a lot for a five-year-old.
"Be a good boy, baby," Adam's mom said. Listen to Mike and do what he tells you."
Adam's mother rummaged around in her purse for her car keys as she beat the noisy
screen door open to leave. Past the threshold, but not quite out the door, she leaned back in with
a turn of her upper body reserved for jugglers and ballet dancers, and winked at Adam's cousin.
"Mike, I can't pay you enough for all the times you've sat Adam. Thank you, sweetie."
"No problem Aunt Grace. Any time," Mike said, and shot a likewise wink at Adam.
Grace was unaware how her unemployed nephew savored the days when he knew he was
going to babysit Adam the way an excited child the night before Christmas covets the presents
soon to be hungrily consumed. This day was the eve of their secret road trip. According to
Mike's plan, they would sneak out in the middle of the night, drive away and never come back.
Adam didn't like being alone with Mike but maybe once they got away, things would be
different-the freedom of grown-ups. Mike had already been on a few road trips and the stories
of his adventures excited Adam. Mike told him about all of the kids Adam's age that he had
known. They were fun to play with. Even better, there would be no more pesky parents and
Adam would no longer have to suffer the confines of first grade. Kindergarten was bad enough.
By the time his mother pulled out of the driveway, Adam distracted himself with his toys
on his bedroom floor while his cousin lay sprawled on Adam's race car bed. Mike was staring at
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him and began playing that smelly game he had taught Adam before Adam was old enough to go
to kindergarten. They only played this game when they were alone. Everything was normal.
"Hey Adam, come here, I have a new game I want to play with you."
Adam inhaled the stench of Mike's breath and bore his forceful intention as Mike began
to teach Adam an even nastier amusement.
As violent and sudden as a lightning strike, a horrible, irretrievable feeling burst from the
center of Adam's naked naivete, changing the temperature of the room- the excruciating birth of
a weighted, insidious killer that would from that moment on lay waste to Adam's dreams and
desires. In the agonizing lifetime of that moment, the murder of Adam's innocence was
complete: A corrosive corruption that would forever shatter his trust and confound his searching
heart.
That would be the last memory of old cousin Mike and his windy, nasal breathing and his
filthy odors and his deceit. A memory so unbearable young Adam would bury it deep beneath
muted schoolyard crushes and sleepwalking- unconscious midnight excursions where his mother
would occasionally find him at the bathroom sink, naked, mesmerized, washing the very pajamas
he was wearing as she tucked him into bed just a couple of hours earlier. More often, in the
mornings, she would find evidence of his troubled nights in the tight, wet, wadded-up pajama
balls left on the bathroom sink. While disconcerting, she was more alarmed when ripped from
sleep by the screaming terror that seemed more of an emanation from unleashed, bloodthirsty
demons than from her sweet, safe six-year-old boy.
"This is just a phase," she hoped as she tried in vain to console her little son on these
taxing nights. "He'll grow out of it," she thought in an attempt to console herself.
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Nor, for the life of her, could she understand the reoccurring theme of his nightmares:
ordinary house-hold items! But for Adam, these were the vipers: Menacing, gigantic light bulbs
and immense jugs of milk - throbbing, swollen, and smothering what should have been the
unlimited breadth of Adams security and comforting, childhood dreams. By now, it all became
routine. Adam would come to from these nightmares in the kitchen with his mother at the open
refrigerator, its cold light oddly comforting amidst his darkness. She would show him a milk jug
that wasn't huge and throbbing, and a light bulb from a package that was just a regular old light
bulb, and assure him that everything was ok and to go back to bed.
Adam knew a lot for a six-year-old. He knew there were monsters under his bed. He
knew there were skeletons in his closet. He knew each night when his mother laid him down to
sleep, and he prayed the lord his soul to keep, that he would be killed by the insidious weight of
the devil himself, a child's soul to rape.
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Mars
Adam woke grudgingly from a chaotic dream of endless, insatiable, drunken sex.
Movement- definitely unwanted. Something against him squirmed, sat up, draped itself in an
afghan his grandmother knitted years ago, and shuffled away. It had long, tangled brown hair and
a sachet that should have been appealing to him. "What the fuck?" he thought.
The throbbing ache grated in his head like the magnified crumpling of a newspaper. "Oh
no," Adam realized, "My mother' s living room!"
There were certain moments in Adam's life that tended to hold endless amounts of
information and weight. This was one of those moments. Just as he realized that the hellish
newspaper sound was coming from his mother's husband, Sam, sitting in his recliner just inches
from the couch and Adam's head, did he also become aware that the now absent afghan was the
only garment concealing his nudity.
"This is not a fucking whorehouse!" screamed Adam' s mother as she flew like an
inflamed banshee from the hallway to Adam's right, through the living room of Adam's most
recent debauchery, and into the kitchen to his left. The exploding crash of pans and pots and
other things metal split Adam's head into throbbing fragments of burning shrapnel. He groped in
vain for some sort of favorable reality. Yet, the facts, as they were rapidly materializing, were
rather bleak. "What a fuckin' bitch," he thought as he blamed his mother for the magnitude of his
apocalyptic headache.
"Where the fuck is this chick?" he groaned to himself as he struggled to find a way out
of this insane home-a way out of this rude awakening-a way to get to somewhere else to sleep
off this horrible hangover nightmare. Adam peeled himself from the couch, and with rocks in his
throat said, "Good morning," to Sam between brain-constricting drum beats. He strategically
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avoided his raging mother as he navigated, as intoxicated as he was naked, through the various
articles of clothing littering the floor on his way to the bathroom. It didn't occur to him to put
any on or take any with him. To his credit, Sam greeted Adam with a sly wink and a smile and a
"Good morning yourself, kid." Adam liked Sam.
Once on the safe side of the bathroom door, Adam considered the woman for the first
time in his retrievable memory. Through the heavy fog and pounding pressure threatening to
force his eyes from their sockets, or to simply obliterate his cranium all together, he saw that this
woman was much older than he was and quite sexy. A tall, nude, tan Italian sculpture, she was
leaning over the sink into the mirror attending to something about her eye with the nail of her
pinky, the labor of his grandmother's love crumpled at her feet. Adam fluctuated in and out of
real-time-he was now hot, wet, entangled with the woman and engulfed in steam when he
became conscious of his mother banging on the door and raving like a savage lunatic.
"You're unbelievable," she screamed through the door. "Are you in the shower? Grab
your whore and get the fuck out of my house!"
The woman let out a giggle, grabbed Adam tighter, and bit him on the shoulder. She
could not bite him hard enough- he wanted to bleed.
Riding this surreal roller coaster moment to chaotic moment, Adam was now semicrouched with the woman at the door, his hand lightly on the doorknob, listening, silently
scheming an exit. Grace, still screaming, was now flinging her wrath at Sam in the living room.
"I told you to lock the fucking windows before we go to bed. I'm sick of finding that son
of a bitch here passed out all over this house," Grace said. Adam heard no response from Sam.
He pictured Sam, resting his newspaper on his lap and politely obliging his mother. He imagined
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they were in the same circumstance, Sam and he, waiting for Grace to exhaust herself, and
simply go away, so they could get on with their lives.
The woman seemed calm and content to follow Adam's lead. He heard more crashing of
metal from the kitchen, and then a huge sound of glass breaking. "Son of a bitch," his mother
wailed.
Adam heard heavy, furious footsteps, and unconsciously held his breath as they stormed
by his hiding place. A door slamming at the other end of the house sounded his queue. First
things first- they needed their clothes. Adam dashed out into the living room, grateful that Sam
was hidden behind his newspaper, as once again, he didn't think to cover himself. Bending down
to scoop up the clothing that seemed to be everywhere, he almost toppled over from the
simultaneous effect of instinctively trying to put the pieces of last night together without
memory, and his alcohol-soaked, spinning equilibrium. In his head, trains were derailing, cars
were colliding, planes were plummeting from the sky. As usual, there was a lone survivor, and
his body of bleeding brutality was on fire.
Having gathered the evidence of his own wreckage from the floor, he bunched it up, and,
oddly enough, used it to cover his crotch as he headed to the safety of the bathroom. As they
began to get dressed, Adam heard the woman speak for the first time. "Where' s my thong?" she
said.
As Grace's side of the house still heaved with anger and disgust, Adam determined the
ongoing cacophony was still happening behind a closed door. Grabbing the spent Venus, he
flung the door open and resisted a full run through the living room. He was just past Sam, still in
his chair and hidden behind his newspaper to the left, as he tried to coordinate his left hand with
the front door knob just ahead while dragging the woman behind him with his right hand. He
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became aware of an immense sense of victory at having grasped the doorknob in his first try just
as he noticed a shiny purple stringy garment peeking over the shade of the lamp to his left which
was inconveniently situated between Sam and the couch of now ill-repute. He was functioning in
second-nature mode, pushing the woman ahead of him through the door and into the searing
sunlight when she spoke for the second time. "My thong," she said.
Sam shut the door between them, and, still inside, took a step through the sunspots
towards the glaring cliche seemingly ready to spill down the lampshade and drip on Sam like
some thick liquid from a horror movie-sunspots and the pulsating red-hot anvil in his skull
making this simple task all but impossible. Adam found himself momentarily back in dreamtime. Seconds swam by in a murky pool of impending doom while the sunspots and the freedom
they oddly represented faded. Sam was looking up above his newspaper from Grace's son to the
dripping thong and back to the kid again with the rapid curiosity of an observer at some sporting
event. Adam weakly balanced himself as he reached through the dense fog of the morning after
for this last vestige of his latest nightmare, "Almost outta here," he firmly believed.
Suddenly, Grace was at Adam's back ...
"Get the fuck out of my house," shot into the back of Adams skull like a shotgun blast.
He fell through the newspaper and into Sam and the recliner. Grace was slapping, punching,
ripping, scratching, and spitting at Adam as Sam was trying to keep himself, Adam, Grace, the
lamp, and the recliner all from toppling over. "Get the fuck out of my house get the fuck out of
my house get the fuck out of my house get the fuck out of my house," Grace (wailed)
uncontrollably.
Adrenaline filled the room as Adam instinctively made it to the front door, dragging his
mother along, still screaming, scratching, kicking, and ripping out handfuls of his thick, long hair
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and what was left of his shredded shirt. Sam, with his destroyed newspaper and newly disheveled
appearance, sat still in his broken recliner, but for his eyes. He was an unwilling spectator in an
interactive sport of demons.
Adam pried the door open despite the opposing force of nature behind him. Almost free.
Nothing was good. The sun rammed into his brain as he crossed the threshold. Grace did not let
up. "Get the fuck out of my house get the f'' Adam turned like a viper and clamped his hand
around his mother's throat. His grip was serious and dangerous.
"You're a fucking lunatic," he finally screamed as he flung her by her neck back into her
house. He pulled the door closed with enough rage to break the frame from its housing and
satiate any further combat from either side.
Adam was oblivious that his life was a war zone. He could not yet comprehend that there
were epic battles raging inside of him that were causing all the carnage around him. He had
never hit Grace nor did he ever want to. That casualty had already resulted from his father's own
battles. She rarely cussed but had been doing more so lately. Adam concluded his thoughts on
the matter by priding himself on his restraint for not spitting in his mother's face.
The sun was brutal. He' d have to go to the beach and find a shady place to sleep. Fuck
that, he'd go the bar and get a drink.
"And fuck you, God," Adam shot his fist in the air with his middle finger pointing to the
myth above, the woman's G-string still in his clenched fist, dripping down his arm. She was
obviously long gone. He flung the thong away like litter. The day was young. The possibilities
were endless.
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Venus
Adam knew a lot about sex and death. He knew to starve the vipers and eviscerate the
demons that defmed most of his life. Strolling away from the funeral, he wondered how he had
survived, how he had made it this far. Most of his friends were dead-some by drug overdose,
some by murder, and some even by cancer and other legitimate diseases.
Like his other friends, relatives, and ancestors that have fled this dimension, he knew
Audrey's body was in a box in the ground, but she was not gone. Now, according to his intuition,
she was everywhere. Now, even though he had not spoken to her in over two years, he'd be
speaking to her regularly. It was the same with them all.
The Saturday morning was crisp and clear. The beautiful flowing meadow of the
cemetery seemed to have been chosen by a more enlightened people. Within this contemplative
landscape, Adam probed the dark crevasses of what he once believed to be the love he had for
Audrey when they were together a couple of years back; and the twisted, damaging way he had
spilled his version of love all over her.
"How did you know Audrey?" came a voice from over Adam's shoulder. Turning from
his meditation, Adam saw a healthy-looking man in hls mid-thirties, a little taller than himself,
handsome, and with a sincere smile under sandy-blonde hair. Unlike Adam, not a speck of gray.
"I'm Adam," he replied.
"Audrey's ex-from-two-years-ago Adam?"
"Yep."
''Oh, urn, sorry," said the man. His sudden discomfort did not infect Adam.
"Pretty sad, huh?" continued the man.
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"Not really," said Adam. "Sad for her family and friends. Sad for this planet. But she's
fine, and she knows we're fine." Adam continued, almost completely unaware of the man staring
at him in bewilderment, "All the people gathered here are here for her, are they not? They are
trained to wear black at funerals. They inherited the idea that they are here to mourn, to say
goodbye, to feel sad. Yet just the fact that all these people are here, gathered by her spirit and her
life-the idea of her--doesn't that more resemble a celebration, or at least a festivity of sorts?"
Adam now focused his attention back to the man, who had since shed his smile and no
longer made eye contact. He could care less about the man's name but was interested in his
response, which did not come immediately.
"Wow," the man finally said. "Uh, well, nice to meet you have a nice day." The man then
patted the breast ofhisjacket as if looking for something, turned, and walked away from Adam
towards a group of people gathering around Audrey's family.
"Fuck'im," was all Adam thought as he continued on his exit from the gothic-clad
bereaved. It was his departure, or separation, prayer. He did not mean anything derogatory by it.
He no longer dwelled in the land of other people's thoughts. Being conscious of his own chaotic
machinations was strenuous enough. He had learned that much over the years.
In that moment, his cell-phone's stock ringtone brought Adam fully into the material
world.
"Why haven't you called?" whined the sweet, vulnerable voice through the ear piece and
into Adams brain. "You said you'd call me last night. Did I do something wrong? I called Grace
and she said you were taking her to the park tomorrow. I thought we were taking her to the park.
You know I love your mother. She said you were at a funeral. Is everything ok? Are you there?"
"I am," said Adam.
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"Baby, what's wrong? Why don't you tell me anything?"
"Look .... Are you home"
"Yes. Are you coming over?''
"I'll be there in about an hour." he said.
"Yes, baby. Are you hungry? I can make a late breakfast?"
"I'm fine, thanks."
"Is there anything I can do? Who died? I can't wait to see-"
Adam killed the call. There was something in this. Information was scratching his
insides, he could feel it, yet he could not decipher it. Impulsively, he bee-lined for his truck and
the end of another disposable relationship.

"That went well," he thought to himself sarcastically. The scene had played out just like
the two before. When he arrived at her house and she opened the door, she was wearing a
bathrobe and had been crying. The smell of cooking bacon tugged at him momentarily. "Fucking
deja vu," he thought. He stood in the doorway, looked into her eyes and felt sick.
"I can't do this," Adam said. She seemed at first to choke. He could hear her pretty voice
through her bawling. Her non-verbal imploring mixed with snot and tears and pain.
"Good bye," he said, and left her in her doorway, sobbing and alone.
When traffic wasn't utter chaos, driving usually afforded Adam time for reflection, if not
meditation.
"She'll get over it," he believed. He went inside himself to figure out the information that
was so far nothing more than an undulation of smoke in his head. He let his thoughts steer the
process, he went where they went. He could see his life as a history- a life lived. He knew for
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the last thirty years that life was an experiment. The world was a laboratory. He saw his
childhood, when he realized the world and its people were wrong. Everyone lied and they
demanded that he live their lie. When he would not tow the popular line, labels of 'anti-social,'
'rebellious,' 'behavioral disorder,' and 'bi-polar disorder' found their way into his file.

They seemed utterly incapable of truth. No one seemed to know what love really was.
They could not get passed their own egos for the answers. So he followed his intuition. He
followed his truth. He admitted his life was unorthodox for a white American male. Looking
back, he was more like a rebel-poet on fire rather than a productive member of society. The
wreckage was immense. The price he paid for the piecemeal wisdom that was coming to him
now was incalculable. Most of the few close friends he ever had were dead. As his life played
out before him, he saw more carnage than had previously remembered. Almost all of the people
who lived his lifestyle were dead. The daughters that grew up without him; the wounded women
who littered his wake like dead leaves in the fall; the worry and misery he had brought on his
family; all seemed palpable now as he drove and thought. Adam trusted his thoughts and knew
he was on to something, but it just wouldn't gel.

"It would be great to get laid," he thought as he pulled into the Target parking lot. He
did not know why he was here, but this is where his drive culminated with his rumination. Since
he no longer pursued intoxication as the life-blood of his daily existence---<Jr never at all, for that
matter-Adam would go to these indoor commercial giants when he had time to kill or nothing
in particular to do. Sadly, this was one of the modern places to find great, newly-published first
edition, hard cover books, usually at bargain prices. He missed the old, musty intimate
bookstores. He agonized over the grotesque commercialization of his culture and its grotesque
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worship of money. "They say they are Christians, Muslims, Protestants or whatever, yet their
god is money, and their doctrine is capitalism," he thought bitterly.
And he hated fluorescent lighting. His childhood, his decisions, this life on earth, had
shaped him and produced a solid, organic man who loved truth and emotional risk. 1broughout
the times of ruin, death, and rebirth, Adam never gave up. He had lived many lives in this
lifetime and felt on the verge of yet another rebirth. The juxtaposition of these thoughts with
what he was seeing visually were rather curious and distracted him momentarily, until he made
an unconscious left hand turn down an aisle and saw her.
"Oh my God! This woman is a Goddess!" he about screamed to himself. His body felt
her beauty. He came immediately and amazingly alive as she looked up at him from the extreme
opposite end of the aisle, and smiled. He knew this moment. He lived it a thousand times. This
was his element, his forte.
"So you're why I'm here," he thought.
She had a quiet elegance about her. From the distance, he took her in as he gravitated
straight for her. She appeared to be in her mid-thirties. She wore flat sandals underneath pretty,
sculpted feet. Adam perceived the long legs of a dancer inside of her paint-smattered, faded
jeans. Her sleeveless, pink blouse was slightly faded and tied at the bottom for the sake of not
tucking it in, the hint of a tone, tan, edible stomach beneath. Her neck was porcelain perfection.
Adam's ravenous temperature boiled. Her light brown hair was in an adorable and slightly
disheveled bun. As he got closer, but still with some distance to cover, he could see she wore no
makeup, obviously for lack of need. He took in her brown eyes above the reading glasses resting
on the tip of a perfect nose, her aroused lips, and the way she tried to distract herself with an item
on the shelf next to her. It occurred to Adam that this was the most naturally beautiful woman he
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had ever encountered. She looked up and smiled directly at Adam again. This time, she held his
gaze as he neared. She was casual and lovely and inviting him in.
She waited for him and his introduction just a little distance back on the other side of the
perpendicular aisle-break as his manic thoughts lapped his pace.
"She is gorgeous! I'm going to smother her with poetic lust and make love to her. She's
going to love me! Look at her, she is absolutely precious. This might be the Venus I get to spend
my life w-"
In that instant, Adam's world seemed to quake viscerally, every molecule in disarray. He
stumbled-his gait disrupted. His thought process jolted, his predaceous ecstasy perished while a
million different images infused his vision.
"She is precious. And I'm going to lie to her, and attend to her mindless chatter, and
make her feel important until I get what I want. And then what? I'm going to get use to her. I'm
going to get bored. Then I'm going to leave her, an innocent bundle of pain, in some tear-soaked
doorway. I'm a selfish motherfucker!" The revelation hit hard, they usually do when they
contradict the trajectory of a life's journey. A chill burst from Adam's center and spread into
every comer of his awakening as the woman's eager anticipation grew with the closing distance
between the two would-be lovers. His face did not belie the tumult raging within, while the glow
in the woman's face only enhanced as he soldiered faltered at the break in the aisle.
"I'm not doing this! " There was a collision that only Adam could hear and feel. He was
suddenly driven by a force deep inside the core of his being, making a hard right and walking
away from her eventual pain and his selfish, destructive desire. She is a goddess. She is Venus.
She reached inside Adam and caressed his ailing heart as she always did. This time, he felt it.
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The Dream
"I love this place. The sunflowers go on forever! It seems like we could just lie together
forever in this bejeweled yellow meadow and melt with it into the horizon! The sky-so blue!"
She just held my hand and smiled. She radiated such love for me that, most times, I could hardly
bear it. I told her I loved her and how I wanted to stay there forever. I remember breathing in the
sweet breeze that perpetually seemed to accompany my time with her. "Sweet patience, my love.
It is as it seems," she would forever knowingly whisper. She always seemed to speak in a
whisper-especially that phrase. "John, wake up." I loved the way her long, dark hair blew in the
wind. "Wake up, baby." The way the sultry breeze pressed her thin, flowing dress to her body,
expressing its perfect lines, curves, and symmetry. "Wake up!"
I opened my eyes and searched the area next to me on the bed, where she should have
been, would have been, if she were real. But her side was usually empty, unless inhabited by
some anonymous impostor. Sometimes, I would try to go back to sleep, to get back into the
dream of her, but it never worked. I had no say in this bizarre, elusive love affair. To this day,
this is my favorite recurring dream-and my most painful nightmare. It is uncanny: no matter
how happy or content I might be before the dream, I always wake from it incredibly alone, even
when I am not (see impostor). She is a dream that has made my romantic life in the real world a
perennial nightmare. While she has been coming to me at slumber in one form or another since I
was an adolescent, I have never been married- ! live in wait.
In my early thirties, I met an incredible woman who I thought was the love of my life,
and she believed I was that of hers. Deirdre and I were happy together, and, over the next three
years, we both grew together. Ours had many of the elements of a healthy, trusting(!), committed
union. Moreover, she was utterly beautiful to me. Deirdre was intelligent, compassionate, and
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beautiful-with long brown hair and a penchant for sundresses and cowboy boots. We enjoyed
what appeared to be an effortless and peaceful relationship.
Eventually, she began to talk about marriage. After a beautiful day at a jazz festival on
the river, Deirdre had made a romantic dinner, which she had preplanned for us as a surprise for
me-including my favorite wine. I remember making love afterwards, and lying in bed together,
only breathing and speaking of love. I wanted to ask her to marry me, but I did not want to get
married. I wanted to want to marry her, but I could not feel it the way I knew I should feel it. I
knew that is what she wanted, how she spent her time with me, why she spent her time with me,
but I just could not feel it! I remember this night clearly, because it was a beautiful and loving
moment in time. She fell asleep in my arms, and I laid there thinking pleasantly about the rest of
my life with her. If she could only wait until I was ready-until I felt ready.
And then she came. The true, elusive love of my life, and the bane of my abject
existence. In this dream there is a terrific storm approaching. The sunflowers are even more
beautiful under the ominous, burgeoning black clouds. I could feel her hair blowing against my
bare back as she kissed my neck and shoulders-she smelled like flowers. A fine mist began to
coat my skin-and with the sudden and swift and seemingly senseless transportation from one
place to another that seems to occur only in dreamland, I was in a kitchen chopping vegetables.
To my left were very large sliding-glass doors facing east, which were open directly onto the
beach outside. Just up the beach to the north, the storm was growing closer as it spread across the
horizon. The sky preceding it was yellow, and the fine mist was floating into the kitchen and
kissing the goose bumps that pricked my flesh. Behind my left shoulder stood a white gas stove
with a large vat sitting heavily on its single burner. Its sole purpose was to brew the chocolate
inside, according to an ancient Aztec recipe, which boiled in vigorous rendition. She wasn't in
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my immediate sight, but I could fee l her love all around me. I felt her presence behind meknew she was there. I felt so happy ... "Wake up,"-was that my voice or hers? I knew this was
my house on the ocean. I knew the storm was perfect, that the vegetables were perfect, that the
... "Wake up, my love,"-her voice! I did not want to leave the dream. I did not want to leave
this beautiful moment. I did not want to leave this beautiful love. Suddenly, there was a white
void enveloping the wall and Aztec chocolate apparatus behind me. Unlike any other dream I can
remember, I was conscious of the dream disintegrating, like a scene in a movie! This void began
to envelop the counter to his right and crept closer. I remember fighting to stay in the dream.
I woke abruptly. The sheen of perspiration seemed to make the goose bumps on my
forearms glisten like the tiny silver jewels that coat flowers after a sun shower. My nature revelry
lasted only seconds, replaced by the very real knot in my stomach. Deirdre, still in pretty
slumber, snuggled closer to me, and only served to wrench the knot tighter. Why? Why couldn't
I have love in the real world? I loved Deirdre-! adored her-but I could not love her like this.
The knot in my stomach told me I had to leave.
The break up with Deirdre was hard on us both. I would see Deirdre around town
occasionally throughout the following year. She was so emotionally devastated: she never wore
makeup and was as beautiful as ever, but the black circles under her eyes recalled the homeless
drug addicts and alcoholics who gathered downtown. Were they in similar pain?
That was it-the end of my relationship with Deirdre. In hindsight, while a mere dream
chased away the best chance of love I have ever had, it probably enabled Deirdre to find hers. It
was a while before the dream revealed my agony once more, and when I awoke in the middle of
the night, I wrote a poem on my refrigerator with a nearly forgotten poetry magnet kit I had
received years ago but never used. I lovingly titled it, The Refrigerator Poem:
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Together they are a delicious moan
Who say elaborate, raw symphonies;
Yet, mad eternity about sweet, manipulated chocolate.
Swimming in the petals of her delicious mistHer language apparatus weakens me,
And I ache.
She:
Sordid Goddess,
Think through the frantic stormThe spring of bare lust.
LickMoon and Sun
Beneath languid breasts.
Eat of the woman;
Whisper of a rose:
Pant, Scream, Feel
Behind a diamond veil.
In truth, the Refrigerator Poem was my attempt at working out the frustration of loving a
woman in my dreams more than any I ever met in real life. The poem also serves to remind me
of the end of the only real-life love affair I every truly experienced. After fifty years, I am
resigned to the inevitable fact that the woman in my dreams created an expectation of love not to
be found with any woman in the real world. I have come to believe that to accept anything less is
futile.
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For my part, I couldn't bring myself to engage any more women in even the slightest
affair. No romance. No sex. Women became nothing more than acquaintances in passing. For
several years after the breakup, I avoided any situation might end in that kind of pain that crushes
the chest, that presses behind the eyes. The death of my relationship with Deirdre felt like the
murder of a loved one, and I am unwilling to put another person through that.
The woman in my dreams did not return at this time. She was always there, in my
thoughts, in my subconscious, like a torment-like the torrent of a menacing hurricane just
offshore and about to crash into all that was safe and secure. This "dream" had the power to
destroy-it was my burden, and the reality of my life.
The last time I had the dream, which has presented differing variations across the years, I
was left with an indelible image:
I am in the middle of a tremendous and powerful storm. It is night, but the lightning
illuminates the churning black clouds above. Standing on a rock precipice, bare chested and
wearing some sort of white linen skirt blown against me like a wet skin, I am controlling the
storm-driving it. In the field below, the endless sunflowers undulate wildly back and forth in
schizophrenic waves like wheat in the fierce wind-a massive, frenzied tribal dance intended to
raise some sacred magic. I see my arms outstretched in front of me, shining in the rain,
summoning. "Wake up!"
I bolted upright from the dream in electrified awareness. The hair on my body felt like it
was straining to rip itself from its follicles. My arms, my body, were soaking wet. My bed was
drenched. I remember looking up at the ceiling, expecting to see black storm clouds, rain
torrents, lightning. A woman's voice-her voice-resonated in my head, but seemed as if it was
outside of me, blowing around the room. Just as I thought I had gathered my wits about me, my
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alann clock screamed the vile country music station I hate. The room felt claustrophobic. I
decided to get my coffee at school that morning.
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Annotated Bibliography: Life Writing Theory and Criticism/ Memoir

Fry, Paul H. Theory ofLiterature. New Haven: Yale University Press, 2012. Print.
Paul Fry has been teaching his theory course at Yale since the late 1970s. This text is
the product of the professor's thirty-plus years developing a survey course reflecting
the origins and evolution of Literary Criticism and Theory. Fry's Theory ofLiterature
probes the foundations of literary criticism and theory before propelling across a vast
survey of the expansive schools of thought to our current day.
In the opening chapter, "Introduction: The Prehistory and Rise of 'Theory,"' Fry
discusses the definition of literature, or the persistent attempts at defining literature,
which constitutes most, if not all, of the canon of literary theory. Further explorations
take the reader into the very act of reading. This chapter, titled "Configurative
Reading" discusses the various dynamics of audience and text, questioning whether
the gulf between the reader and the text is an intuitively positive one or an
imaginatively negative one.
Fry's text is a great starting point for the Theory aspect of my thesis. It helps to
inform the more specific field of Autobiography/Memoir Theory, and addresses the
writer/reader/writer relationship, foreshadowing a bulk of memoir theorists'
explorations. The chapter, "Configurative Reading," mentioned above, also provides
relevant insight for me as an author regarding the Memoir aspect of my thesis and the
dynamics of its/my relationship to an audience.
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Gunn, Janet Varner. Autobiography: Toward a Poetics ofExperience. Philadelphia: University
of Pennsylvania Press. 1982. Print.
Gunn divides her primary analysis into three sections: "The Autobiographical
Impulse," "The Autobiographical Perspective," and "The Autobiographical
Response." From Henry David Thoreau's temporal mode of autobiographical
narrative as found in Walden, to Wordsworth's landscape hermeneutics in "Tintem
Abbey," and Proust's stereoscope of readership in Remembrance ofThings Past,
Gunn explores what she calls "the autobiographical situation"-a "hermeneutics of
restoration." Gunn argues that each of these components, or "moments," illuminates a
nonreductive path into the phenomenon of autobiographical activity.
In her analysis, Gunn claims that the autobiographical impulse exhibits the most basic
level at which we live as human agents, in certain situations and always in relation to
indubitable, yet assumed meanings which we know as culture. This adumbration
facilitates Gunn's notion of autobiography as the poetics of experience: "only when
our assumptions about ' the way things are' are tested and corrected, rather than
simply corroborated, do we become aware of having these assumptions in the first
place." In other words, when the connection between old schema and new events is
missing, the new events come into the field of attention. Otherwise, the connection
goes unnoticed, and the new events unexperienced.
This text serves to fill in some of the missing pieces from other, earlier works of
autobiographical criticism and theory. It also elaborates on several of the key
concepts discussed by Sidonie and Watson (mentioned above). Gunn is a disciple of
James Olney, whose theories are also of particular merit to this research. Moreover,
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Gunn spent two years in Palestine, primarily in politically active refugee camp of
Deheishe. Her memoir of that time and experience is among the memoirs of this
bibliography, and provides an invaluable bridge between the memoir, and memoir
theory.

Jay, Paul. "What's the Use? Critical Theory and the Study of Autobiography." Biography, 10.1
(Winter 1987) : 39-54. JSTOR. Web. 26 Oct. 2014.
Paul Jay's examination of the growing body of theoretical work in the study of
autobiography highlights the function of autobiographical theory in legitimizing
autobiography (and memoir) as a literary genre. Jay explores the early theorists, such
as Jeffrey Mehlman, Jacques Derrida, Paul LeMan, Louis Marin, Rodolph Gasche,
and Eugene Vance, and their theoretical deconstructions of Augustine, Proust, and
Freud, to contemporary theorists, including Candace Lang and Michael Ryan, who, in
turn, criticize the deconstructionists.
Jay's exploration illuminates the growing importance and relevance of the
autobiographical/memoir literary canon while defining certain milestones in its
tandem evolution with the criticism and theory that legitimizes it. Consequently,
structuralist, deconstructive, psychoanalytic, Marxist, and feminist critical theory
have begun to have a profound impact on the criticism of autobiography. In exploring
this burgeoning critical and theoretical dialogue, Fry's texts contends itselfwith no
less than the questions of ''truth" and "reality" as expressed in this emerging genreof referentiality and the nature of the literary subject.
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This examination of autobiography's referential status-the relationship between
literary representation and the thing it represents-is essential to memoir theory.
Through the lenses ofNietzsche, Freud, Lacan, Barthes, and Derrida, the "being," or
referential "I," becomes not a spiritual unity but a multiple, contradictory, and
diffracted construct. From the memoir writer's point of view, this becomes a concern
as I not only research the theories dominating and informing autobiography criticism,
but also as "I" move forward into my own memoir. Meanwhile, Jay's raises viable
questions for me to explore within my own thesis.

Mijolla, Elizabeth de. Autobiographical Quests: Augustine, Montaigne, Rousseau, and
Wordsworth. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1994. Print.

In her research into the autobiographies of four of Western Civilization's great
literary icons, Elizabeth Mijolla explores the origins of autobiography while bringing
to bear literary criticism and theory upon their respective seminal texts. In her deft
examination of Augustine's Confessions, Montaigne's Essays (a) (b) (c), Rousseau's
Confessions, Dialogues, and Reveries, and Wordsworth' s The Prelude-1799, 1805,
1850, Mijolla exposes the conflict of mimesis and memory, while positing the

question of whether the selfbecomes lost in the metaphors used to negotiate the
cloudy chasm between rigorously communal mimesis and the individuality of
relentlessly psychological memory.
Mijolla's efforts in this text echo similar considerations by other critics and theorists
of autobiographical studies: Does a lived moment become lost (in metaphor) in
writing?-"Language, the metaphor maker for memory and mimesis, is ever the
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autobiographical troublemaker." Does the time that has lapsed in the life of the writer
affect her perception of the event of decades earlier? Is there merit in the emotional or
nostalgic meanderings that take both writer and reader off the intended path? Is one
realistically capable of accurately representing the truth of a moment through words
on a page? If not, is autobiography, in fact, fiction? These inquiries are part of a wider
thread coursing through many serious autobiography and memoir literary criticisms
and theories published in the last forty years. Moreover, her extensive endnotes and
bibliography are a treasure trove of further research.
Augustine's Confessions is widely accepted as the first autobiography. Montaigne is
considered the father ofthe modem essay. Rousseau's musings are representative of
the influence of both his predecessors, while Wordsworth's Prelude represents the
influence of the past upon the present, or the evolution of autobiography from the
Classic to the Modem, as he makes the memoir his own while disordering its initial
intents. Tracing this particular narrative thread, then, not only offers insight into the
origins of autobiography into the modem memoir, but also coincides nicely with
criticisms and other theoretical concerns regarding twentieth, and twenty-first century
memmrs.

Smith, Sidonie, and Julia Watson. Reading Autobiography: A Guide for Interpretive Life
Narratives,

2nd Ed.

Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 2010. Print.

Sidonie's and Watson's book offers a theoretical approach-and a comprehensive
critical introduction-to life writing. Published in 2010, Reading Autobiography
contains nine extensive chapters covering the history of life writing and life writing
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criticism, the foundations and components of autobiographical endeavors, and present
twenty-four key concepts concerning the act oflife writing.
The two authors have included in their book a fifty-two page bibliography of primary
and secondary sources. Further, they have included appendixes regarding journals and
internet sources, sixty genres of life writing, twenty-four strategies for reading life
narratives, and group and classroom projects. Throughout the book, they illuminate
the life writing components of memory, experience, agency, space, embodiment, and
identity-such concepts among the myriad others that have been unearthed and kept
under persistent scrutiny by the exploding number of literary theorists and critics.
The contents of this book offer an excellent compendium to the books and essay
mentioned above. Also, as my senior thesis, "Memoir and Memoir Theory," is to be
the sole product of a six credit-hour class-Thesis I and II-this book makes for an
excellent text book by which to discern further sources and directions regarding both
my academic research and memoir considerations and efforts.

Memoirs:

Baldwin, James. Notes of a Native Son. New York: Bantam Books, 1964. Print.
Baldwin's 149-page text is written in the format of a series of mostly previously
published essays. However, it is considered a classic of African American
autobiography. His book is divided into three sections. In Part I, he criticizes black
writers and artists from Harriet Beecher Stowe to Carman Jones for not portraying
African Americans unrealistically. In Part II, he seems to be searching for meaning in
the events of his own life against the backdrop of his father's death, the Harlem race
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riot of 1943, and the racial brutality of the South. In Part III, he explores his African
American heritage against the backdrop of European racial mores during his stay in
Paris and Switzerland.
Similar in comparison with Gunn's memoir, Baldwin is able to shine a light on
certain events and ideologies in the United States (including racial inequality, white
supremacy, and Uncle Tom) and Europe while writing about his own life. Moreover,
Baldwin shares with other writers that mastery of craft by letting the reader know him
through his writing.
In the essay in Part II, "Notes of a Native Son," Baldwin explores his relationship
with his overbearing, angry, paranoid father, who died on Baldwin's nineteenth
birthday. This chapter represents the kind of life writing I am interested in for my
memoir. He explores his feelings and behaviors through the act of writing, fmding
meaning in the process. Like all of his other essays in this book, his writing is
reminiscent of Montaigne, in that he uses the writing process to illuminate his own
life in a search for its meaning.

Gunn, Janet Varner. Second Life: A West Bank Memoir. Minneapolis: University of Minnesota
Press, 19 95. Print.
After the success of her monograph, Autobiography: Toward a Poetics ofExperience,
Gunn went to Israel to write a book about Holocaust survivors. There she discovered
the Jerusalem Peace Tour, and the Palestinian perspective. Her memoir covers two
years of her life that she spent doing human rights work among the Palestinian
Intifada in a politically active refugee camp near Bethlehem called Deheishe.
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However, her book speaks to more than the Palestinian situation: it informs the more
general experience of what it means to be a survivor and adds to the contemporary
debates across the humanities and social sciences about forms of knowledge, modes
of inquiry, and ways ofwriting.
By writing a memoir of her time in Deheishe, Gunn has brought the reader face to
face with the experiences of everyday life of the refugee camp residents by getting
behind the "big news" and covering the mundane and ordinary-which for the
inhabitants of Deheishe, means living with the real possibility of violent death. She
writes with an awareness of situated knowledge-from inside the camp, as opposed
to outside looking in, while fully aware of the pitfalls of objectivity in the gnashing
teeth of literary criticism and theory.
Gunn's memoir provides direct access to the bridge spanning memoir theory and life
writing. As an autobiography theorist herself, she is able to work to defy the
limitations of the stigma of objectivity while striving to create through life writing an
honest account of the daily lives of those who live under the military yoke of an
occupying power. Her use oflife writing narrative to tell a story simultaneously about
herself and the "other," both vital and distant, interest me and also contributes to the
pertinence of the text to both the academic and personal memoir aspects of my senior
thesis.

Rousseau, Jean Jacques. Confessions, Modern Library Edition. New York: Random House,
194 5 . Print.
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This is a primary text of Rousseau's Confessions. Although it is an English translation
by the Modem Library, it is consistent with Rousseau's intended format, including his
extensive table of contents of all chapters-I-XII-that constitute Parts One and Two
ofthis formal autobiography.
With Confessions, Rousseau set a precedent with autobiographical narrative writing.
When compared to Augustine's autobiography of the same name, it is evident that
Rousseau was not motivated by a moral rendering of his life, but an authentic
examination of an authentic life. He makes clear, at several instances in the beginning
of the book, and at the end, that his text is not about times and places, but, rather
those formative experiences that shape a person's character, which, in his case,
according to him, is that of an honorable man.
This and other autobiographies and memoirs served as research in not only my
education on the genre, but also to allow me a reservoir by which to juxtapose various
literary criticisms and theories. While literature is my main focus, and here, the
literature of memoir, I am also intrigued by the history of literature, and in this case,
the history of the memoir, as I have discovered (and continue to discover) it.
Rousseau is also influential for my own purposes as he confronts those experiences
where, perhaps, through writing, one may gamer deeper significance in light of one's
development and ultimate life meaning.

Verghese, Abraham. The Tennis Partner. New York: HarperCollins, 1998. Print.
Verghese's memoir about his relationship with a drug-addicted intern is set against
the backdrop ofVerghese's relocation to El Paso, Texas, after his marriage begins to

71

unravel. Verghese, doctor of internal medicine, befriends the young intern, David
Smith, through their mutual love of tennis, of which Smith is an ex-pro. Meanwhile,
even as their bonds of friendship strengthen and grow, David begins a downward
spiral of relapse into drug abuse, which ends with his death by self-inflicted gunshot
wound to the head.
Verghese's sincerity and honesty as he describes his failed marriage, his relocation
and attempts to acclimate to his new town and new job, his insightful observations of
his love for tennis, including his subpar tennis abilities compared with David's, and
his growing friendship with David, all conspire to reveal a poignant portrait of the
pains and trials of life endeavored. Verghese details the journals he keeps, which
were used to write his memoir. As he describes his initial residence, Spartan but for a
few unpacked boxes, one of which he uses simultaneously as his dining table and
desk, the reader is easily transported to a familiar loneliness, and at times, aware of
the foreshadowing of the brooding climate that permeates the story.
This memoir is one of the primary reasons I chose to write a memoir as part of my
Senior Thesis. Verghese's apparent honesty and sincerity are moving, especially
when probing his own vulnerabilities and fears. Conversely, he seems fearless as he
questions and confronts his own shortcomings. While I will adopt a different format
than that ofVerghese's 342-page narrative text, I hope to approach the sincerity and
honesty ofhis self-appraisal.
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